| A 
| Hub. 8. J&b. | 


TARTAREAN 


Tant pis, & tant Miieux. 
5 4 Prag. vet. Auth. 


| By W. C. A.M. 


A 


TARTAR EAN TALE. 


J. 
N CE on a Day, for fo 
The Anecdotes of Hell, 
In Lacifer's Imperial Court, 
A Place of Profit fell. 
II. 
The Fiend to colour ſecret Ends 
Conven'd his Srygian Powers, 
But firit reſolv d to ſerve his Friend 
A Maxim much like ours. 
III. 
To the Aſſembly round, He brit 
Allow'd himſelf a Debtor, 
For his ſtaunch Friends he pick'd the Merſt. 
The Wickeder the better. 
IV. 
Three bluſt'ring Candidates came in, 
With each a long Petition, 
Two came expreſs, from Death and Sir, 
The third was call'd Ambition. 
V. 
make no doubt of each Fiend's Worth 
Replies the Prince of Spirits, 
But bring Memorials ſetting forth, 
The Nature of your Merits, 
VI. 
Fiſt Brandy claim'd a Promiſe long, 
And ſwere it by his Maker, 
But Gunporuder whoſe Voice was ſtrong 
They choſe, it ſeems, for Speaker. 
What 
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VII. 
What Region of the Earth, he cries, 
Confefles not my Power ? | 
O're half the Globe my Vengeance flies, 
In leſs than Half an Hour. 
VIII. 
Vaſt Citadels, and Towns I ſhock, 
Proud Palaces deface, 
I rend the everlaſting Rock, 
And roll it from its Baſe. 
IX. 
Even now I roar, my Flames proceed, 
My Terrors ſhake the Nation, 
While Wil Liau's Name beyond the Taveed, 
Spreads Fate _ Deſolation. 


The Fiends ſeem d charm'd at his Addreſs, 
And begg'd more Feats to hear, 
Nay judg'd he never cou d be leſs, 
Than Pluto's Bombardier. 
XI. 
Had you, cries Lucifer, more Age, 
Appear'd in Life much longer, 
Your Merits wou'd more Friends engage, 
And make your Claim the ſtronger. 
XII. 
But as you ſeem ſcarce paſt your Prime, 
Accept the Thanks of Hell, 
You have, conſidering your Time, 
Perform'd extremely wcll. 
XIII. 
Had you the Roman Legions ſwept, 
Or blaz'd in Times before, 
Then Xerxes had with Juſtice wept, 
For twenty Millions more. 
XIV. 
Young Ammon half his Fame had loft, 
Had liv'd a glorious Sot, 
Nor was it much had Ca/ay croſs d, 
The Rubicon, or not. 
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XV. 
Had the Heroes progreſs / 
Who reipn'd in Days of 1 


The Earth's great Monarchies had drop d. 


Or ſunk to leſs than Four. 
XVI. 
Yet with regret one Thing I own, 
(You miſs'd a Chance fo fair) 


One Coup Eclat that might have blown 


Two Morarchys in Air. 
XVII. 
Vour Fortune not your Fault regret, 
(Lay all the Facts together) 
Or Lords and Commons, juſt then met, 
Had flown the Lord know: whither. 
XVIII. 
My Guido miſs d the brave Attack, 
His Lanthorn our bright Star is, 
O may it lead young Stuart back, 
Or leave him fafe in Paris. 
XIX. 
He ſpoke — and Brandy roſe, profound 
In afpet, and much graver, 
And by the Way his Claim he found 
Tho' laft, not — * in Favour. 


He cries, Death's keeneſt Darts I wing, 

And daily crowd this dark Hole, 

Why thou'd I yield to this loud ing, 
Of Nitre, W and Charcoal? 


Don't I deſtroy ten thouſand Ways ? 
Yet never once affright ye, 

Does Lethe merit half my Praiſe ? 
— Infernal Aquavite. 

XII. 

Diſguis'd in Fruit, how great my IIls f 
How fatal Raf and Cher: : / 

I may diſpute with #a:d's damn'd Pills, 
Which beſt ſupply your Ferry. 


My 
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XXIII. 
My ſecret Arts deſtroy the Crowd. 
The Wiſe ſuſpect me vitious, 
Tis true my Vengeance 1 15 not loud, 
| But is it les pernicious ? 
XXIV. 
How ſudden, Powder's Voice is heard ! 
How dreadful its Alarms 
" But Man is always on his Guard 
When once it /ound; to Arms. 
XXV. 
Dreſs'd like a Friend I fteal abroad 
In Cordia's, Syrups, Drops, | 
Attack the Prude, Coquet, and Bawd, 
From Courts to Corner Shops. 
XVI. 
Bold as Dracucanſir * I ſubdue, 
Kings, Demi-Geds, and * 
1 — 14 down Marys and Venus too, 
Like Homer's + Diomedes. 
XXVII. 
Tho' flow, vet ſure, I do the Work, 
The Sg. an Shaft deſtroys, 
Like mute Aſlaſſins to the Jarl, 
I ftrang7.- ithout Noiſe. 
XXVII. 
The reſt (if more remains undone) 
I recommend to Gin, 
Quoth Lucifer, is that your Son? 
Pray cail my good Friend in. 
XXIX. 


Hail ſav'rite G, (my Child in fat) 
Sprung from Hell's Ooze and thick Lime, 
Circean Sub'imate, Compact 
Of Phojptorus and Quick-Lime. 
XXX 


To Thee we owe the Globe's Decay, 
To thee that ntan's Race dwindle, 
That Death has almoſt worn awzy 
The De/iiates thin Spindics. 
My To 
® Pie Rehearſal. + Fas TLiad. 8. 
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XXXI. 
To thee we owe immediate Fate, 
And ev'ry lewd diſaſter, 
Than other Fiends or ſoon or late, 
Thou, peopleſt Hell much faſter. 
XXXII. 
The modeſt Boy, then drop'd his Eyes, 
And fp. ke in tone moſt winning, 
"Tis true one Gencration dies, 
Another lives by Sinning, 
XXXIII. 
Where Vice is ſcarce, the Doctors ſtarvæ, 
But thrive where Sins are plenty, 
Then judge, my Friends, what I deſerve, 
Who fcarce miſs one in twenty. 
XXXIV. 
Let my oblivious Waters once, 
Intoxicate the Drinker, 
The Wit tranſpeciates to a Dunce, 
The Mon to a Free thinker. 
XXXV. 
Iwarm the Heart, repel the Spleen, 
The Wretched can convince 
That for a Time there's nought between 
A Porter 2nd a Prince. 
INES. 
ke — Hell eccho'd with a Clap, 
n became a Lamb 
Prometheus was allow'd a nap, 
And Tantalrs a Dram. 
XXXVII. | 
Old Nic, affirm'd, Gin pleas'd him moſt, 
Shou d have his Royal Letter, 
That he ſhou'd £1 the vacant Poſt 
Till Hell cou'd find a better. 
XXXVIII. 
Powder may not compare with thee 
Firm Champion in our Quarrel, 
In ſhort the States below, agree, 
This belt deſerves the Lawrel. 


Then 
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XXXIX. 
hen deareſt Gin aſſert the Field, 
So Glory crown thy _ 17, — 
Piiſan to Anniſced ſhall 
And Tar to Citron — 
XL. 
Laſt roſe a Fantom tall, and grim, 
Rob'd like a State Phyſician, 
When Lucifer 'who well knew him) 
Cry'd out here comes Ambition. 
XLI. bs 
But forward as he boldly puſh'd, 
Hell wiſh'd him back with Men, 
And if Ambition cou'd have bluſh'd, 
"Tis faid, he did fo then. 
XLII. 
When e're on Earth he grows too rude, 
Earth' gives him to the Devil, 
But Gun-powder a-kin by Blood, 
Receiv'd him wond'rous civil. 
XLIII. 
Cries Lucifer, diſcarded Friends 
Sometimes get into Station, 
Ambition ſtill might ſerve ſome Ends, 
But who is Emulation } 
XLIV. 
They Tay He never quits his fide, 
But acts as Aid-du-Camp, 
Nay keeps him, (or He's much bely'd) 
From any Step that's wrong, 
XLV. 
1 loſe my Point, ia ev'ry Shape, 
The Cate is quite notorious, 
Becauſe Ambition keeps an Ape, 
By filly Men ſtyl'd Glorious. 
XLVI. 
He faid, and inftantly withdrew, 
To hide his riſing Paſſion, 
But from El;zium ſtreight there flew, 
A r to Emulation. 


A gentle 
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XLVII. 
A gentle Spirit bright and fair, 
That gilt the Sygia Smoke, 
His Robe was pure tranſparent Air, 
And ſoft as Words he ſpoke. 
XLVIII. 
By Emulation's radia. it \ 
The Minds of Men are kindl'd, 
Without it, Vice bad ſhed its 
And Virtue's Luſcre dwindl'd. 
LI. 
By this, ten Saints to ieav'n ſhall fly, 
For one that & tan gets, 
By _ Cacilia's lifted Eye, 


Is pratis'd by — 


By this ſmall Mia a Greatneſs aim, 
Tra riſe from Mummers, 
Thoſe Sparks that in Field Marſhals flame, 
Are much the ſame in Drummers. 
LI. 
In Church and State, thro” various Views 
This acts a Sov" reign Cauſe, 
And runs from Curates in Old Shoes, 
To Biſhops in Landaws. 25 
LII. 
It bids us Think, and Act, 3 
A: far as Mortals can hope, 
It bid Old Homer live in Pope, 
And Atticus in Stanhope. 
EI. 
All ery'd enongh— you prove it right, 
Ambition's © laim's diimiſs d. 
Tue Boi! t diſappear'd in Light, 
% A, 2nd Powder hiſe d. 
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